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Hindus, slender waisted, full breasted, with jewelled hips
that sparkled with all the world's fertility. It was a shock
to find her in that cold, proud place : she was terrible
and beautiful, teeming with infinite maternities, utterly
out of place in Winchester. It seemed to me that something
must be done about it, and I grew anxious : she could not
remain with our Christian chivalry. . . .

A heavy step upon the stair caused my companion to
rise from his divan with an agility I had not thought he
possessed. As for myself, I was almost incapable of move-
ment : I was conscious that the door had opened and that
the Samian was talking rapidly in Turkish, but I did not
want either to look or to understand : I had drunken the
draught that Menelaus gave to his guests, and like them
was oblivious to all outer seeming.

But presently silence fell on the disputants. I felt
myself gently shaken.

" You must go back to your house, sir/' said the
Sainian.

" I don't think I can walk."

" I will help you."

It was with agony that I dragged my mind away from
Winchester and myself to my feet.

There stood the Commandant, regarding me quizzic-
ally, with fez pushed back on his head, slapping his boot
with a riding whip. The sight sobered me.

Muzloom pulled out his case and offered me a cigarette.
I took one without thinking : the Sainian offered me
light. Then I felt angry, and ashamed of the position in
which I had placed myself. But it was too late to alter it,
and perhaps it was just as well. " Vengeance is mine,
saith the Lord.*'

" If you like to stay I can manage it/* said the Samian